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To Her Miſt Excellent Majefly the QUEEN, 


\ 


A 


As a ſmall tribute of congratulation on 
the patriotic ardor diſplayed by Her Ma- 
jeſty's Illuſtrious Son, His Royal Highneſs 
the Duke of York, and the early proofs he 
has given that a future career of glory will 
render him a brilliant example of military 
kill, bravery, and humanity to the Britiſh 
Troops, and their Leader the Defender of 
his Country. 

This Opera is with all poſſible humility 
laid at her feet, by Her Majeſty's faithful 
ſervant and 


Dutiful Subject, 


| The AUTHOR. 
April 6, 1793. 


4 CARD. 


k 

Mr. O' Keeffee owes his firſt Thought of writing 
this Piece, to a Circumſtance he had heard of a Cen- 
tinel quitting his Poſt, to follow the Detachment from 


the Guards when it embarked at Greenwich: But 


whether a Fadi, or Fiction, be is happy if it bas af- 
fordid any Pleaſure from the Popularity of the Occa- 
fron, the ſweet Melodies of Ar. Shield, and the zealous 
Exertion of the reſpective Performers, 

| Brompton, May 21, 1793- 
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CayTain CRulz R, Mr. Powell. 


Majox Tactic, - Mr. Richardſon, 


Lexox, - 5 - = Ar. Jobnſtone. 


SINCLAIR, — Ep Mr. Incledon. 
GEORGE STREAMER, »- - - Mrs. Martyr. 
CorRPoRAL SquiB, - Mr. Haymes. 


"'NIPPERKIN, - » =- Me. Hunden. 


MARV, „ „ „ Ars. Clendining, 


Orrickks, SOLDIERS, SAILORS, WOMEN, &c, 
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COMIC OPERA 
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K 


p SC . Chamber. 


Enter CarTAIx CRulz Ex, and NIPPERKIN: 
* ; . 


i 


CAPTAIN. , 


LEAVE my infant in a baſket at a gentleman's 
door, you villain? when I ordered that your 
wife ſhou'd bring it up with care and tenderneſs. 

Nip. Why, fir, when my wife faid it was my 
infant, and woudn't take charge on't, what was 
a poor honeſt peace-loving huſband to dg ? 

Capt. Well; come, your intelligence ? 

Nip. The babe was taken in and chriſten'd 
Tommy Jones—the gentleman of the houſe in- 
tended to do well by't; but being given to play, 
died inſolvent; his family went to ruin, and 
poor Tommy to the pariſh—the lazy overſeer, 
farm'd the workhouſe to the village butchers 
who, to feed his calves, ſtarved the children; 

| B 8 her Cz | 
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here, like a young negro, he got hard work, 
many blows, and no learning. 

Capt. And from this miſery, a charitable 
tradeſman took him prentice. 5 
Nip. Yes, fir; ſerved out his time with ho- 
nor; but his ſpirit too noble for a mechanic, he 
liſted, and is this moment a gentleman common- 

ſoldier in the foot- guards. | 

Capt. But how to find him out--- ? 

_ Nip. That we're to find out---In my ſearch ! 
got acquainted with two honeſt ſoldier lads--Ned 
Lenox and Jack Sinclair, and they're to bring 
me among the reſt---the ſerjeant major Tactic, 
that has got the pretty daughter, may know.--- 
I'll run a hum upon him. (aſide) 

Caęt. Nipperkin, you were my ſervant twenty 
years back; but ſince that you've been ſuch a 
variety of raſcal, there's no truſting you now. 

Nip. I want no truſt---give me a ready 
guinea. ; ; 

Capt. To get drunk and negle& this bu- 
fineſs---no, diſcover my poor loſt ſon, and you 
ſhall have a hundred, to ſettle you in a farm, 
firrah---John! (calls. 


Enter a ſervant with cane, hat and ſword. 


J muſt get off to Greenwich, ready to receivethe 
Duke. (going. 

Nip. But, fir, I intend this evening viſiting 
my old father at Chelſca- -A little comfort for 
the honeſt ſoul ---(holds out his hand.) 

Capt. Chelſea ! oh, your father a penſioner! 
well, there (gives money) but uſe every endea- 
vour to find the boy, mind. . 

Nip. You-ſhall ſettle on me one hundred a 
year, 


* | 
4 conte ci 4 3 


year, or find the boy yourſelf. Lucky; that ſtill 
keeping an eye to the lad's progreſs through life, 
I've this pull upon my old maſter—Till he bids 
more I'll not bring father and ſon together—now 

got looſe from my wife, I'll make à good uſe of. 
my time—damme, ſince I'm come to London, 
I'll drink like a ſoul, and divert myſelf with the 
girls Fe not, I'd be a man in a thouſand ! 


41 * 


NIPPER EIN. 


I. Po 

Shew me a Lawyer refuſing a good fee, 
Or pious Dean not thinking of a Biſhop's/ſee, 
A Doctor who won't ſqueeze ſick Ladies by the hand, 
*Potticary whom his ſcrawl can well underſtand, 
Dancing-maſter object to dancing off with Miſs, 
A Methodiſt Preacher, not in a corner kiſs, | 
Young Enſign not proud of his flaſhy large cockade, 
Or true Britiſh Tar, who of Frenchmen is afraid— 
Parliament EleQor, who never ſold his vote, 
Parliament Orator, who will not turn his coat, 

And that is a man in a thouſand. 


3 7 Tol lol Je rol, 


II. 
Shew me a Right Honorable keeping to his word, 
Or a poor Poet patroniz'd by a Lord, 
An impudent Sharper cloathed all in rags, 
Or modeſt Genius counting o'er his moneysbags, 
A Church-warden who ſcorns to feaſt upon the poor, 
Fat Alderman who cannot calipaſh endure, 


A Groom 
B 3 
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A Groom too honeſt to rob horſes of their corn, 
Wiſe Cuckold who bluſhes to wear a gilded horn, 
Sportſman mind galloping over corn or ſtubble, 
Or Secretary of State take nothing for his trouble, 
2 And that is a man in a thouſand. 
Tol lol de rol. 
[Exit- 


— — 


— 


SCENE II 


The Green Park. 
* Enter SINCLAIR, 


Sinclair. Pleaſant enough, on our march from 
Windſor, Lenox flipping a note into my hand, 
the inſtant I gave him one; but what ſays his. 
(reads) © Dear Sinclair, foon as off guard, walk 
e into the park, I want to ſpeak with you on 
te particular buſineſs.” —Almoſt the very words 
of mine to him; he's my friend; I'll aſk his ad- 


vice before Idetermine to marry Mary. Deter- 
mine oh, my heart! 


a 


* SINC%A IR, ( Shield.) 
When night, and left upon my guard, 
Nor whiſp*ring breeze, nor leaf is heard, 
And ſtars between cloſe branches peep, 
And birds are hnſh'd in downy ſleep, 
My ſoul to ſofteſt thoughts reſign'd, 
And lovely Mary, fills my mind. 


ee re — 


A COMIC. OPERA, $ 


At every noiſe, for bluff «© Who's there!“ 
I gently breathe, * is't thou, my fair? 
Thy dying ſoldier haſte and fee, 

Oh come, cu t Mary, come to me.“ 


As on my poſt, thro? blaze of day, 
The wretched, happy, fad and ga 
In quick ſucceſſion move alon 
I ſee, nor hear the paſſing throng ; 
My ſoul fo wrapt in Mary's charms, 
I hug my muſket in my arms, | 
So, all of paſſion, joy and grief, 
When comrades bring the glad relief, 
I cry thy ſoldier, haſte and ſee, 
Oh come, ſweet Mary come to me! 


Enter Lenox. 


Lenox. (reading a note.) © I've a great deal 
to ſay to you”---and I've a great deal to ſay to 
him---Oh! he's here Well, Sinclair, what's 
this affair? | 

Sinclair. Nay, what's your's with me ? 

Lenox. Come, you tell firſt. _ 

Sinclair. No, no; you lets hear. 

Lenox. Not a word from me till you 

Sinclair. I'm determin'd that you ſhall---come 
Tu not ſpeak till 
Lenox. Now beg you'll 

Both. Then you muſt know, ha, ha, ha! 

Lenox. Why, we're like people in the ſtreet 
giving each other the way; but here I ſtop, and 
now you pals on. 
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Sinclair. Then, Ned, of all the girls in our 
town, to me there's none like Mary Tactic. 
Lenox. Why, I think ſhe's a moſt charming 
pretty foul. 
Sinclair. Ay, but I love her. 
Lenox. I know Tlove her. 
Sinclair. Oh, you muſt miſtake; its I 4 
adore her. | 
Lenox. Upon my word you're wrong; for I'm 
the man that wou'd die for her, 
Sinclair. That's as much as to ſay you'd fight 
for her. 
Lenox. Any man but you. 
Sinclair. Why, Lenox! I ſhow'dn't like to 
fight vou. | 
Lenox. But any other, I didn't mind how 
great ;---Ay, damme, even the corporal. 
Sinclair. Any fellow that dar'd to think of 


ary. 

Lenox. Do you call me fellow, Jack ? 

Sinclair. Yes, you're a good fellow. 

Lenox. Was it to tell me that you loved Mary 
Tactic, that you deſired me to meet you ? 

Sinclair. Was your only buſineſs but to let me 
know you lov'd her? 

Both. It was. 


AIR III. 
DUET.—SiNncLair, LExox. 


LExoOx. 
I like each girl that I come near 


Tho? none I love hut Mary; 
Oh, ſhe's-my darling, only dear, | 
Bewitching little fairy. 


Lak 
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T aſk a kiſs, and ſhe looks down, 
Her cheeks are ſpread with bluſhes, 
By Jove, ſays I, I'Il take the town, 
Me back ſhe gently puſhes—— 


J like each girl, &c. 


SINCLAIR. 


When off 'twas blown, and *twas my place 
To fly for Mary's bonnet, 

So charming look*d her lovely face, 
There I ſtood gazing on it. 

Dreſs'd all in white ſhe tripp'd from home, 
And ſet my blood a thrilling, 

O, zounds! ſays I, the French are come, 

Sweet n look'd fo killing. 


I like each girl, &e. 


LEXOX. 


ol 


a When to our Colonel at review 
A Ducheſs cried, fo airy! 
« How does your Royal Highneſs do?” 
Says I, “ I thank you, Mary.” 


1 


SINCLAIR. 
To quick time, marching to'ther day, 
Our fifes play'd Andrew Cary, - 
To every girl I gave the way, 
In compliment to Mary. y 
I like each girl, &c. 


— — —— 


Sinclair. I've a greater regard for you than for 
all the men in our regiment put together. 

Lenox. | always thought you my friend, and 

3 E, I'm 


my 
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I'm certain I'm your's---Let us leave it to Mary's 
own choice. | Nee. 

Sinclair: Why; true; it's a pity to teize a 
young woman that can never love one. 
\ Lenox. And it's fooliſh and ill-natured to ſtand 
in the way of another man's happineſs; when we 
.can't forward our own by it. 

Sinclair. Here ſhe comes ; lers aſk her in 
downright Engliſh: 

Lenix. Done: [ They retire. 


Enter MARV. 
AIR IV. 


Maxx. 7 
Oh, come away, 
Come, my ſoldier bonny ; 
I am ſmart and gay, 
But for handſome Johnny. 
Enſtgu pretty doll, 
Crimſon ſaſh ſo wrapt in; 
Minces, „charming Poll, 
« Can you love a Captain?“ | 
Oh, come away, &c. 
To his fine Marque, 


At the camp, laſt ſummer, * 
He ſent for me to tea, 


By the little drummer. 
Oh, come away, &c. 


As 


1 
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As I croſs parade, 
Officers ſtand blinking ; 
Under each cockade, 
\ Sly, an eye cocks winking. ; < 
Oh, come away, &cs 


Fa 


W ſteps in time, 
Sweetly play the hautboys; - 
Hearts all merry chume, 
March, and beat the foe, boys. : 
Oh, come away, &c. 


* 


Mary. Oh, n did you ſee my father? 
Is that Lenox? 

Lenox. ( apart to Sinclair) Aſk her. 

Sinclair. No, do you? (apart. 

Lenox. Mary, you know very well, that I 
think you a moſt charming gurl. 

Mary. Well, that's no fault of mine. 

Lenox. No, its no fault for to be ſure you 
can't help being the ſweeteſt ſoul—you're ſure 
Mary, I love you; but here's Jack Sinclair ſays 
he does. 

Mary. Oh yes; he told me ſo. 

2 Well; but didn't I tell you I loved 
you? 

Mary. Well, and if you do, you can't help 

Nhat, you know. 

Zaki We don't want to quarrel, becauſe 
that woudn't be friendly. 

Sinclair. No; *twou'dn't be like brother ſol- 
diers; ſo, yourſelf confeſs which of us you love. 

Lenox. Ay, do, Mary, your word ſhall de- 
cide it. 


SES Mary. 


* 
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Mary. Which of you I love ! Upon my ho- 
nor that's very conceited of you both—a pretty 
decent ſort of confeſſion too for a git] to make; 
but certainly was I to marry, I muſt chuſe only 
one. | 5 

Lenox. Ah, but, Mary, wou' d you chuſe one 
of us? FS, | 8 

Mary. Indeed I wou'd. | 

Lenox. Sweet girl, but which ? 

Sinclair. Ay, which, Mary ? 8 
Mary. Well, I will ownit, if you'll both pro- 
miſe not go fight ſword and piſtol up in Hyde- 
Park, as the officers do. * 

Sinclair. If you chuſe Ned Lenox, may I be 
whipp'd if I wiſh him the leaſt ill will. 

Lenox. And, my lovely Mary, if you prefer 
Jack Sinclair to me, if I ever bear him a grudge 
for it, may I be drum'd out of the regiment. 

Mary. Heigho ! it's a ſevere taſk, but— 


ATR V. 
MAR x. 


When in a garden ſweet, I walk, 
The charming flowers admiring, 
Each nods upon its tender ſtalk, 
And ſeems my touch deſiring. 
Tho! all of beauties are poſſeſs'd, 
Too much to be rejected, 
Yet only one, for Mary's breaſt, 
By fancy is ſelected. 


— 
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Full conſcious of thy faith and truth, 75 Longs 7 
No wrong to thee intended: | 
Ah! ſhould I chuſe ſome other youth, : 
[ Giving her hand to Sinclair.) 
Be not, fond youth, offended. Iv Lenox.) 
The ſtarting tear, the heaving ſigh, 
True figns, not diſregarded ; 
But, by a maid, more fair than I, 
Oh, be thy love rewarded, 


r % 


Lenox. ( cordially Shakes hands with Sinclair ) 
My dear fellow, I give you joy. (turns and .' 
wipes his eyes.) 

Sinclair. Was it any thing elſe but * [ 
cou d poor Lenox . 


Enter Nir ranken ſinging. 


Nip. Ah, boys! Jack Sinclair, Ned Lenox, 
come from duty at Windſor—Rare changes ſince 
you've been laft on the parade ! 

(Drum without) 


Lenox, The roll-call. (looking out.) 


TN 
LERXox, Sixckalx, and Mar. 


Lenox. Tap beats the dub upon my aching heart, 
Sinclair. Sad ſtrikes the ſound that bids me hence depart; 
| Lenox. Ah! can I from you ſtay ? 
Sinclair. One kiſs and then away. 
Mary. Go to your duty, go, 
| | | [ Exit Sinclair and Lenox. 


* 


C2 Mam. 
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Mary. Is that to muſter the men? For 
what ? 
Nip. For what! Why, to draught out a de- 
tachment for Holland. 

Mary. And do Sinclair and Lenox go ? 


Nip. To be ſure, if ſo their lot be. 
Mary. Oh heavens ! | [ Exit haſtily. 


Enter Serjeant Major Tactic. 


Tafic. (calling) Mary! Ay, off to the 
parade! I fee my F ok will have a ſoldier, 
but ſhe can't have a better man—you, fir, run 
after that girl. 

Nip. Pm a married man; and mus'nt run 
after the girls. 

Tattic. "What, then you're waa ? 

Nip. Yes, fir; and ſo is my wife, a poor 
woman, fir—I'm nor yer worth quite a. plumb, 
might have made my fortune by marriage, I have 
had my opportunities among the dear crea- 
tures. 


- 


NI1IPPERKIN. | 0 


A. 


There was a fine old maiden, 
Prim, ſlim, and ſhe wore a- muff; 
Rich flower'd ſilks array'd in, 
She went to church, and ſhe there took ſnuff. 
In love not to flinch, 
I aſꝰd for a pinch W 
Says I, fine rappee; 
Says ſhe, he, he, he. 
7 She'd. 


Ws COMIC” OPERA, | 13 


She'd five grey hairs, 
A kiſs miſs if vou pleaſe, 
I happen'd to ſneeze, 
Then in her airs, 
So highly provok'd, 
'Tho? her cat I ſtroak'd, 
Loud rattled her tongue, 
For her man ſhe rung, 
And I was ordered to walk down ftairs. 
II. 
A grand buxom widow bonny, 
Fat, ſquat, but lord what o'that, * 
She had a pow'r of money, 
But no parrot, nor dog, nor cat. 
wk Watch, trinket, and ſeals, 
And rings to her nails, 
And before ſhe'd dine, 
A glaſs of tent wine, 
She got ſo gay, 
She ſung, I bore bob, 
And jingled hob nob; 
But one curs'd day, 
A Captain from Cork, 
Spoil'd all my love work ; 
He gave her a ſmack, 
5 He gave me a whack, 
7 She choſe the Captain, and I walk'd away. 


III. 


Romping mis at boarding ſchool, 
Shuttle cock play and ſwing ſo high; 

Needle wasn't her working tool, 

1 But knew how to make a nice dirt pye: 


She 
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She con'd ſugar crib, 

And then tell a fib, 

On poney cou d ſtraddle, 
Nor bridle nor ſaddle, 
She gallop'd well, 

She con'd jump down ftairs, 
And whiſtle her prayers, 
But cou'd not ſpell ; 

In Elk ſhoes, flip ſhod, 

The minuet trod, 5 
She ſqualled, parle voud, 
And ſwore I was rude; 


I was kick'd out by her Ma'amoiſelle, 


I'll fee if his majouthip won't ſtand a glas of 
ſtout punch (fide, ) Sir, I want to go abroad. 
Tackic. Why? 


Nip. Becauſe, then I ſhan't be at home—T've 
left my wife there. 

Tattic. Where? | 

Nip. Why, death and ounds ! ! at Dorking in 
Surry. 

Tafic. Swear ſo, you raſcal ! 

Mp. To ſhew you I'm fit for a ſoldier. 

Tattic. But what are you now? 

Nip. Nothing; tho' I was every thing—an 
Auction- porter, Watchman, Town crier, Mon- 

mouth- ſtreet Pluck- em- in, Playhouſe Conſtable, 
Dog- ſtealer— High and Low-life, fir, from 
Guard of a Stage- coach, to Waiter in a Cyder- 
cellar - my days have been a round of“ paſt ten 
0 clock! — % juſt a going“ “ nobody bid 
more —“ oh yes, this is to give notice * pra 

W 


A comic OPERA. - 7. 


walk in'—*< handſome ſuit of clothes, fit you 
nicely” — take cate of your pockets” — 
(whiſtles) © here, boy 1---poor fellow! Ponto, 
Ponto“ your pint, fir---=champaign, cacka- 
gay!“ II nitates blowing a Born. 

Tactic. So then, friend, you've come off from 
your wife to turn ſoldier ? | 

Nip. Why, ſir, ſhe vex'd me up into ſuch a 
paſſion, that I muſt beat ſomebody ; ſo I thought 
it more honorable to flog the enemies of my 
country, than the wife of my boſom. 

Ta#fic. But how did ſhe vex you? 

Nip. Sir, I love a drop of ale---'t'other day, 
we had a mug---ſhe puts it to her head; © | 
dear,” ſays I, © ſtop, the devil is painted 2 
bottom, and twill frighten you if you look 
on't”---ſays ſhe * I defy the devil and all his 
works,” and up ſhe puts it---< hold, my love,” 
ſays I, © you're a bit of a democrat, and it's his 
Majeſty that's painted at the bottom”---< no,“ 
ſays ſhe, © I'm a loyal ſubject, and J long to ſee 
the King's ſweet face”---ſo, again, up went the 
Jug, and the devil a drop ſhe left me in it. 

Tactic. Ha, ha, ha! what's your name. 

Nip. Nipperkin.---Mr. Nipperkin, fir. 

Tacic. Then, Mr. Nipperkin, we'll ſee if we 
can't make a ſoldier of you. 

Mp. Oh, fir, that's as eaſy as making an 
attorney a rogue, or make this a ſtrong arm, 
when its already at hand---make a ſoldier! hem! 
fir, you do the exerciſe capital I ſuppoſe, he, he, 
he! ſhew us abit---wheel ! to the right! ſtop, 
fir, till T chalk your arm. 

Ta#ic. Why, do you think I don't know my 
right from my left ? 


3 Nip. 
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* Nip. do you ? 7 gravely ) huzza ! the ſerjeant 
major knows his right hand from his left--- 
(capers, hallces and waves his bat.) 

Major. Why, you dog, are you bang 


me ? 


Nip. Yes, fir s 


, Tai. 
Nip. 
Zactic. 


4 


Tatic. 


Nip. 
Np. 


Both. 


AIR VIII. 


' DUVET. TacTic and Nirrzkkix. 


March! before great juſtice Laro. 
Death and ounds! am I 1 
Sblood ! don't fear, my little hero, - 
'Tis only to be atteſted. 
Oh! what then, I muſt take an 3 
lere goes; I ſwear by Jingo, 
I'll not turn ſoldier, till we both 
Together tipple ſtingo. 
With all my heart, 
We'll take a quart. 
Or bowl of punch. Both. That's better. 
But firſt a ſlice 
Of ham ſo nice, 
For I approve a whetter. 
For I approve a whetter. 


Talc. You have but to fail o'er to Holland d'ye ſee, 


N ip. 


Both. 


And the French kick back into their nation; 
Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, you and me, 60 

Will ſit down to a jolly-fication. 
I'm tir'd of kiſſing old Judy, my wife, 

I muſt have a pair of new lips, 
So, when I'm in Holland, upon my life, 

Il be at their fine Dutch tulips. 

Then you have but to ſail, &c. 


SCENE 


er A COMIC OPERA. 


"SCENE IL | 
The Parade in St. Fames's Park. 
Enter MaRx. 


Mary. No, I can't ſee any one to give me a 


true account how they've gone on. 
Enter Lx Nox; (much agitated.) 


Oh, well, Lenox, and how? ay, tell us. 
Lenox. My unlucky fate ! curſed change. 
Mary. Oh! then-you are one of them that's 

draughted to go abroad in all theſe dangers. 


Lenox. And, Mary, do you think its that, 
that cou'd have vex'd me fa ? I ſee what a mean 


opinion you have of me---I now don't wonder at 
your preferring”Jack Sinclairto me---you think 
I'm a cowardly poltroon, that wou'd rather ſtay 
at home in idleneſs, than go out to fight the 
| battles for my King and Country. 

Mary. No, indeed, Lenox: Iknow you've 
a very good ſpirit- -] didn't mean to diſparage 
you; but I tremble to think of the dreadful 
flaughter thoſe poor fellows may be expoſed to. 

Lenox. Dreadful ! Isn't it glory? 


21 
LENOX. 


1 
Aſpiring thoughts my breaſt expand, 
Ah! why to me is given a ſoul, © 
Proudly impatient of command, 
Yet doom'd by fate to bear controul: 
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Oft at the haughty ſerjeant's will, 
A poor recruit, thro” chilling morn, 
| I've ſtood for hours the tedious drill, 
Sad object of hi blows and ſcorn. 


II. 


Nor funk my youthful ſpirits then, 
Tho? fierce he poiz'd the dread rattan, 
T thus, when taught to conquer men, 
Suppreſs d the feelings of a man; 
And now the harveſts warring pride, _ 
When Engliſh triumph, French men yield, 
A uſeleſs tool Pm thrown aſide, 
Whilſt others reap the glorious field. 


Enter SINCLAIR. 


ITY Oh, my Polly ! we muſt 55 

Mary. How ! 1 

Sinclair. The lot is caſt, and I'm call d away 
AI muſt leave you. t 

Mary. And can you ? Oh my love! 

Lenox. What then, you go? you have the 
upper hand of me in every thing. I muſt ſneak 
about here in the park, like a watchman---my 
marches from Story's gate to the ſtable yard, and 
all my war's, with the old women to take off their 
pattens ; whilſt you, led on by your Prince---I 
ſhall go diſtracted ! 

Sinclair. You've little cauſe to envy me--re- 
flect, Ileave Mary, I leave her with you too--- 
my rival---with you, that love, that deſerve her 
fo much better than myſelf, 


Euter 


A COMIC OPERA. 19 
Enter NreyERKiIN and Tactic. 


Tackic. Not liſt, you raſcal ! after ſwallowing 
a bowl of punch ? 

Nip. My dear fir, don't be in a paſſion—TI 
have my reaſons for both. 

Tafic. Your reaſons, you raſca 

| Nip. Death and ouns, fir, don't ſwear---but 
my reaſon's I wou'dn't turn a foldier, becauſe I 
hate fighting ; and I drank up the punch, be- 
cauſe I love drinking, that ſhews that I'm both a 
fate and a good companion. g 

Tafic. You're an arch raſcal, and I don't 
know what to make of you ? 

a Nip. Then I'll tell you what you'd beſt do, 
ir. : ; 7 
Tactic. What 
| Nip. Give me another bowl, fir, and let me 
alone, 

Tafic. Come, Sinclair, quick---you've but 
little time to prepare your knapſack. 

Mary. (with emotien Dear father, muſt he 

ot 

Tactic. To be ſure, LE 

Nip. Oh, certainly: he muſt go and protect 
us all. Egad, I'm like a miniſter of ſtate; 
whilſt I ſit at peace at home over my bottle, I 
ſend another man out to fight, that I may enjoy 
it in comfort. 

Tattic. Mary, Sinclair and Lenox are honeſt 
lads— know they both love”you ; but as the 
miſery or happineſs of marriage will chiefly effect 
you, I leave the choice of a huſband entirely to 
yourſelf, my girl. If Lenox 1s the man, love 
favours him ; but if Sinclair, what he loſes in 

D 2 love, 
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love, he muſt make up in honor—give him a 
kiſs, and a few of my beſt ruffled ſhirts; and 
drop a tear, and that affair's ſettled. 

Sinclair. Farewell. (to Lenox) adieu! (to 
Mary.) 

Mary. Oh! my heart will break ! deareſt 
father, can't you get him off? 

Taclic. Child, I wiſh him too well even to 
attempt it. 

Lenox. Jack, don't think me a worthleſs fel- 
low, tho Lam ſhov'd aſide, and you choſen for 
the poſt of honor tis only blind fortune has 
done it; for had ſhe fix'd on me, 

Nip. No bouncing ! indeed, I myſelf once 
took a French colonel by the noſe—To be ſure, 
at the time, I flouriſhed one of Sharp's beſt pa- 
tent concaves. 

Sinclair. My love, beſides your conſtancy, I 
rely on the generoſity of Lenox; in my abſence, 
don't avoid him; it will be my only comfort to 
reflect, that I have in England a Aithful ſweet- 
heart, and a true friend. 

Nip. Hem; (/ings) © My Poll and my 


Partner Joe.” (looks archly and figmficantly at 
Lenox and Mary.) 


Mary. 1 don't know what you are ; but you 
are very impudent fellow. 


Nip. There you fib, for you know I'm a very 
impudent fellow. 


[ Drum without. 
Rub-a-dub, boys, hey, for Holland ! 


DUET. 


Oh, look on that and turn away ! 
Mary. Should rivals win thy witching ſmile, 
Think what thy Mary feels the while. 
Sinclair. When bullets whiſtle in the wind, 
My only fear, 


— 
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DUET: ; Y 
 SiNxCLa1ik and Mary: 1 
Mary. Dear youth, keep this for Mary's ſake; They [1 | 
Sinclair. Sweet maid this poor remembrance take; ls | 2 
When rivals tender things ſhall ſay, J Tokens 9 
<4 


| 7 
1 . 
* 
5 
1 

N 

=— x 


My only dear, ; 

ls for my treaſure left behind. | 

Mary. Midſt warring fields may angels come, 5 
- And o'er thy head YN 

Their pimons ſpread, -Þ 

Then bring my love in ſafety home, A 

Enter Officers, Soldiers, &c. as prepared for * 
the March -A variety N other Characters 1 
4 Leave. A g 
GRAND CHORUS. +» Y 

Our Gracious George, and Charlotte's Son, 3 5 
'Tis Royal Frederick leads us on. 1 

\ A IR. 1 ' 

Wome x. 1 


Britannia fell a ſhower of piteous tears 
To ſee, (alas 1) an hapleſs Monarch bleed; 
The Royal Widow's mournful plaint ſhe hears, 
And bids her gen'rous ſons revenge the cruel deed. 
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CHORUS. 


To arms, ſhe cries, to ſave, is now the word, 
And tis the hand of Mercy draws the ſword. 


4 
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Our Gracious George, and Charlotte's Son, 
Tis Royal Frederic leads us on. 


ſn FIR N 1 
8 
o 


1 


END OF ACT I. 
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SCENE I.---Night---The Park near the Quzzx's- 
eie | 
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Lenox diſcovered as Centinel. 


Lenox. Every circumſtance turns out ſo con 
trary to what might have made my friend Sin- 
clair happy, and perhaps baniſh for a time the 
thoughts of Mary from my mind. Since I've 
no place in Mary's affections, what's in England 
worth a thought ?---I burn, Im mad with de- 
fire to follow my Prince.---But to be left ſtuck 
up here like a lamp-poſt, with an uſeleſs muſker 
in my hand---I've a mind to put it to uſe--- 
(placing it to his head )---but my life's not my 
own---my country yet may want it. For all 
Sinclair bid me ſee Mary, what now muſt he 
feel, on the reflection that he's left her behind 
with me ?---Tho' I ſcorn to take advantage of 
his abſence---I'll avoid the fight of her. 


AIX. 
LENnxX. 


A maidI love who loves not me, 
Yet to my friend is kind; 
But thus PIt let my charmer ſee, 
TU. to my fate reſign'd. 
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To means as delicate as new, 
Ideas ſoft aſcend ; 

To ſhew myſelf a lover true, 
I'll be a lover's friend. 


Beat gentle love and friendſhip ſweet, 
In uniſon divine ; 

In Sinclair ſtill a friend I'll meet, 
And Mary ftill is mine. 

Burn, gen'rous flame within my breaſt, 
Still conſtant, bright, and pure ; 


Ah! let me ſee another bleſt, 
And ſtill my pains endure. 


Each ſelfiſh thought my nd above, 
Be theſe my joys alone, | 

The happineſs of thoſe I love 2 
Preferring to my own. 


Beat, gentle love, &c. 


Q 


Enter NiepERKIN, drunk, With a ſmal * 


Jinging. 


Nip. Tol, lol, lol Now, If I can get out 
ro this ſame Buckingham Gate 

Lenox. Who goes there? 

Nip. Brandy---(holding up the keg.) 

Lenox. You'd better give an anſwel. 

Nip. To what? 

Lenox. To mè. | 

Nip. Your queſtion ? 

Lenox. I aſk'd who went there? 


Nip. Then you aſk'd a very ſilly queſtion, 
by when 


As. 


8 . , . 
| - A. COMIC OPERA, as 


I 2 7 
— 9 We . 
er: * 
"Es a” * 


when you might ſee it was a brave boy 
Huzza !—the town's our own! | 

Lenox, Damn your trifling! Give, this in- 
rg] a proper anſwer, or PII fire—(preſent- 
ing 

Nip. (drops on his knees.) Hold! Zounds, 
be quiet.—ls that your politeneſs ?—Juſt under 
the very noſe of the Court ?—Fire! and wake \ 
the maids of honour - ſweet creatures that 
may now be dreaming of the lords in waiting, 
and white rod, and gold ſtick, and ſuch other 
grand affairs. 

Fro I'm in no jeſting humour—Quick, 

ſpeak ! | 

Nip. 'Sblood ! are you deaf?—Pm ſpeaking 
as quick as I can—Stop !—your firing will be 
petty-treaſon—our Gracious Sovereign may be 
ar this moment in a ſweet dream, that one of 
her beloved ſons, her gallant Frederick, is re- 
turning crown'd with Laurels. 

Lenox. And I no hand in placing them on his 
brow !—By heavens I'll not ſtay—T'll follow the 
detachment, tho' they ſhoot me for a deſerter— 
Hold !—this felow may—why, it's Nipperkin 
— (looking. ) 

Np. Didn cl tell you it was a brave boy; yet 

you wou'dn't believe me, and he damn'd to 
you !—after getting ſo nobly drunk, to frighten 

me back into ſobriety! and ſo I've now all to 

do over again. Why, dam'me, you don't mind 
what trouble you give a poor man—(#knocks with 

His knuckles againſt the keg )—Are you within ?— 

Very well—T'll be with you, or you ſhall be with 
me. 
Lenox. Where were 72 going? 
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Nip. To the 8 father is a Chelſea 
penſioner; and about once a quarter, like a du- 
tifulſon, I bring the honeſt gentleman a little 
brandy and ws 8 and ſuch other nice dainties, 
to comfort his old ſoul—Oh, Lenox! 

Lenox. You're right to be kind to your father 
— Give me your coat. 

Nip. © Kind to my father !''—< Give me your 
coat !''— That s very odd talk at this time of 
night. 

. Lou take jk 1—(They 2 
cloatbs.) 

Mp. I fancy I look better in the King” $ Coat 
than the King wou'd look in mine—(ſtruts 
R 

Lenox. Give me your hat. 

Nip. Sir, take your's off the block—(/ en- 
ing to Lenox's head, and bowing. ) 

Lenox. (Gives him his mis )—There; now 

ſtand you in my place. 
Mp. Did ever I think I ſhou'd have a place 
at Court : Who goes chere ©'—(preſents at 
Lenox )—Speak, or, dam” me, I'll fire I'm in 
no jeſting humour—talk ! or I'll blow your 
brains over the canal, thro' the Horſe-Guards, 
croſs the way to Whitehall, into the lottery- 
wheels. 

Lenox. Silence! (aſide.) The royal and affec- 
tionate parents ſend a darling ſon to face the perils 
of war, aſſert his country's honour What Eng- 
liſnman wou'dn't follow the illuſtrious example | 
— Huſh ! not a word. Exit with caution. 

Mp. Now that fellow is gone to commit a 
robbery in my coat, and [ ſhall get hang'd for 
it: The gate's ſhut, and I can't get out to give 


8 my 
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my poor father his drop Then I muſt give it 
to his poor ſon—( takes up the keg and drinks — 
PII ſmoke a pipe too—(/its on the keg)— Well, 
he didn't take my match, and my bottle of 
phoſphorus—( takes out a pipe, fills, lights, fits 
on the keg and ſmokes. )—It my wife was here 
now, I ſhou'dn't have all this ſport to myſelf— 
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(riſes, takes up the keg and drinks Nm chair | f 
ORR good able drink, 1 
AIR XII. - 
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A glaſs is good, and a laſs is good, 
And a pipe to ſmoke in cold weather; 
The world is good, and the people are good, 
And we're all good fellows together. 


— 
444 


A bottle it is a very good thing, 
With a good deal of good wine in it; . 
A ſong is good, when a body can fing, | 
And to finiſh, we muſt begin it. 
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A table is good, when ſpread with good chear, 
And good company fitting round it; 

When a good way off, we're not very near, 
nd for ſorrow the devil confound it. 


A glaſs is good, &e, 


A friend is good, 3 you're out of good luck, 
For that's a good time to try him; | 

For a Juſtice good, the haunch of a buck, | 
ws ſuck a good preſent you buy him. 
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A fine old woman is good when ſhe's dead, 
A rogue very good for good hanging; 
A fool is good, by the noſe to be led, 
My good ſong * a good banging. | | 
A glaſs is good, &c, 


* 
1 


But it's getting cool here, il freſcoe. I'll. ſtep 
into my parlour—| takes up the keg, and £88. into 


the centry- box, ſits and falls aſleep. 


Enter Marr. 


Mary. As my dear lover ſaid, there can't be 


the leaſt danger in paying ſome attention to poor 
Lenox whilſt he's away. He took on ſo at my 
refuſing him, and the loſs of his comrade, that 
I know he hasn't eat a morſel this bleſſed day. 
He has a tender and an honeſt heart, and ſure 
no harm for me to try if I can comfort him.— 


The Park's got ſo ſtill, he may eat and drink 
ſome' at, as Pm ſure he wo'nt come to me when 


he's relie vd. Lenox — goes towards the box, 
calling ſoftly )—Oh | my heavens! if he isn't 
fallen aſleep, and here's the corporal coming! 
(looking down the wall) —If he's caught 10 
Lenox — calls.) 


Nip. ( pres in vs N APY Take care of 


your pockets.” | '. 


Mary. Get up. 
Nip. Paſt our o'clock !” | 
Mary. Sure he's been drinking to driye away 


his ſorrows. Riſe ! Here's the guards ! | 
Nip. Pray walk in, fir—Pve a pretty coat 


Enter 


will * fit you. 


* 


0 


4 COMIC OPERA, 0 
Enter Cod PORAL, and Guards. 


Corporal. Eh! Sleep on. your poſt! Holloa 
Centry! Here'll be man flogging work ; take 
his arms! drag him up! _ - 

Nip. Fine cloudy morning! 

Corporal. Av, dam'me, it will be a fine 
cloudy morning with Jos peeping through the 
iron bazs, 

Ma 
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Dear Mr. Cob 
Cor pofal. Is that Miſs Mary Tactic ? 

Mary] Lou know Lenox is a good ſoldier, 
and ſhobld be excuſed if he's a bit overtaken 
conſider, taking leave of his comrades; you 
know he's ſo well belov'd, and ſuch a tempta- 

tion—then his ſpirits in ſuch a ſtate, a very little 
liquor might have intoxicated——— 
Nip. (afteep )—That dogſkin _ make a pair 
of pumps, 

Corporal. My ſkin !—You'll ſe what the 
drummer will make of your dogſkin. 

Mary, Pray, don't inform the commanding þ. - 
officer. 

Corporal. Why, Miſs Mary, you know it's 

not in my power to fave him, if, as you ſay, he's 
brought to court-martial for this. 

Mary. His royal highneſs 1s good and merci- 
ful; i'm ſure he'd conſider ſo excellent a ſol- 
dier as Lenox—Now, do let the poor fellow 
come to his ſenſes, and fay nothing of it. 

Corporal. But then I ſhou'd be puniſhed my- 
ſelf, Miſs—Muſt give him up— Take him to 
the Savoy, 

Mary. Unhappy creature ;—and yet I'm 
aſhamed of Lenox, —However, I'V make my 
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father uſe all his intereſt for his pardon. How 
have I been deceived in him ! and how fortu- 
nate that.my heart wasn't caught by his kind and 
obliging manners.—He loved me—he is Sin- 
clair's friend, and therefore has a right to my 
aſſiſtance, 1 8 Exit. 
Corporal. Why, he wou'd ſtand a better chance 
of mercy from his royal highneſs—his ſentence 
here might be death. —I'Il pretend not to know 
but he's one of the draughts that has ſtaid behind; 
and to colour it, I'll neither ſee nor talk to him; 
but at day-break, a guard ſhall take him to 
*Greenwich time enough before the men embark, 


CATCH XIII. 


CoryoRal, NIPPERKIN, and Soldiers.  _ 
Corp. Rare rattling boys, don't let your pris'ner ga 
| | I defire, | 2 
For fudling fouls, the Savoy—ho ! 
Nip. I'm Captain Muz.—CT All.) Are you ſo? 
Corp. Hark ye, *ſquire! 
Vm Corporal Squid, wy a 

I'm Fifer Bob, NN [29 N 
. Pm Drummer Dob, 2 
I'm Natty Jack, = 1 GOTE 
I'm Paddy Whack, . 
. Pm Darby Drill, 
. Pm Roving Will, 
I'm Nimble Nick, 
I'm a Good Stick, | 
I'm Devil Dick —Zounds! what's your name? 
Paſt four o clock! All.) We'll make you tame! 

_ S'blood and fire! | 
Drink, ſoldiers, drink, and hear no blame. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE VI. 


A Road near the Water-fide.. 


Enter Lexox in NiyePERKiN's Cloaths, and 
*s Capt. CRUIZER. 


Capt. No ſuch thing, friend. 

Lenox. Do, dear, good, worthy fir, let me 
go on board your tender. 

Capt. But for what? | 

Lenox. To partake of the glorious expedition 
of my comrades. | | 

Capt. Your comrades Ay, what, are you a 
ſoldier ? | 
| Lenox. (eonfuſed) —Yes—ſir—no—I am 

Capt. If a ſoldier, and not one of the drafred 
men, what brings you to Greenwich? and if 
you belong to the detachment, why out of your 
regimentals, and not with your corps ? 


Lenox. Sir, I am as yet, only in wiſh a ſol- 


dier] faid © my comrades,” becauſe I'm ac- 
quainted with a number of the men; and I've 
conceived ſuch a friendſhip for ſome of the ho- 
neſt fellows, that I can't turn my head to any 
buſineſs, with the grief of being ſeparated from 
them—only let me go, and you'll fee how I'll 
fight. EE. 

Capt. But do you know the cauſe ? 

Lenox. Humanity.—To ſtop the ravages of 
war abroad, ſecure the bleſſings of peace, com- 
merce, plenty and happineſs at home to Old 
England, where a good king is the common 
Ss parent 
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parent—every man captain of his caſtle, and the 

laws to protect his property, wife and children. 

Frenchmen give Britons freedom !—But huzza! 

—we'll pluck Sprigs of Laurel from their Tree 

of Liberty. | | 7 
AIR XIV. ; 


LENOX. 


The goddeſs of mountains, blythe, roſy and free,. 
As the airs that flew round her, had once a fair tree; 
*T was Liberty calPd, and a fav'rite of Jove, 
And ſweet was the fruit to the bright queen of Love; 
In Albion *twas planted, its branches ſpread wide, 
Of her ſons and her daughters the glory and pride. 
Tranquil pleaſures, 
Softeſt meaſures, | 6 
Then lead the dance, and give Britons to ſing, - 
Loving, loyal, | 
Good and royal, + 
A people happy, -and honour'd their king. 
ET ; | II. | | ; 
Our fly gallic neighbours peep'd into our grounds, : 
And fain would have ſeal'd the white wall that ſurrounds, 
: They long'd for our tree, when its beauties were known, 
But miſſing their aim, would have one of their own; 
For this, in poor France, a vile bramble takes root, 
Each leaf is a poinard, and bitter the fruit. 
Pity fleeping, 
Angels weeping, ; : 
Saw the fierce ſavage triumph o'er men ; 
Juſtice firing, | | 
All inſpiring, 
To drive the tyger back into his den. 


—C 


Capt. 


a. 
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Capt. Well, my lad, I muſt ſay I admire your 
ſpirit, and I'm ſorry we can't take you; but 
undiſciplin'd recruits won't do.---The nature of 
the ſervicewe'reorder'd on, requires pick'd men. 

Lenox. There's a boat now going off By 
heavens I will get aboard. _ [Exit haſtily. 

Capt. By heavens you ſhall not tho'---Holloa! 
Stop that fellow---keep him out of the boat. 


Enter SERJEANT. * 


Serjeant. Sir, his Royal Highneſs's aid-du« 1 
camp wou'd ſpeak with you. 4 
Capt. I come. -( Exit SER RAT.) —-Some- Þ 
thing in this young fellow that ſtrikes me ex- | 


ceedingly---(ooks out )---No---the boat's gone 9 
without him, and there he walks melancholy 1 
away ; and intimate with the ſoldiers l- Might * 8x 
perhaps have given me ſome clue to diſcover my — 


ſon.---T begin now to deſpair; for if my boy is | 
ſtill in any of thoſe regiments, he muſt have Þ 
chang'd his name. Fo 


Re-enter SERJTEANT. 


Serjeant. Sir—_ _ | 
Capt. Oh, true. [ Exeunt. s 


Enter Mak v. 


Mary. The coming ſpring begi ins to make 
the country look a 1---The ” ſweeteſt ſea- 

fon approaching, that even the birds join in love 
---and my love to leave me ! 
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Fee k Tal py R xv. 
Marr. p 
- Sing, citigfag warblers ! voice of love! | 
Tue dultet ſong 3 
Now pours along, 
For love can harmonize the grove. 


Bid balmly zephyrs gently bear 
The liquid notes thro* yielding air, 


— — 


| Re-enter Capt, Calais, 


Capt. Thoſe menloiter along theroad---( looks 
out.) 
Mary. Oh, your honour, 1 hope his High- 
neſs isn't yet gone over to the ſhip! » _ 

Eh What, my laſs, do you, too, want 
to g⁰ and pull Sprigs of Laurel? | 

Mary. No, fir ;---but it's about a young man, 
a ſoldier 

Capt. The devil's in the ſoldiers for bringing 
the women after them---You're a modeſt, pretty 
looking thing---yow fooliſh jade, what buſineſs 
have you with the young men ?---Take your 
inivelling good-bye on ſhore---no petticoats 
come on board my ſhip.---I adviſe you, child, 
to modeſty and diſcretion ; for your own for- 
wardneſs and folly contribute as often to the 
ruin of innocents, as the baſe arts of villainous- 
ſeduction, - Iii. 

Mary. I believe that gentleman means well; 
but he ſhou'd have known who he was talking 
to---and even then, ſweet and welcome is the 
gentle monitor L for what we liſten to with plea- 

1 ſure, 


— —— OG. 1 
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ſure, we follow with delight.---I muy chance to 
ſee my Sinclair again before he goes---I know 
he'll conquer; and when he returns -Oh! ſuch 
2 garland as I'll make him en and he ſhall 


F 1 re A 2 
- Ss zo "75 * 


+ 


wear it too. 8 
£127 * 
f MAR x. N # 2 
Fragrant chaplets quaintly twining,  _ 

Thro' the fingers of the fair; : W 

Ev'ry grace and ſweet combining, A 

8 For the ſoldier's brow prepare. 3 

Gift of Venus, bluſhing, glowing, —_ 5 

Let the lovely roſe be ſeen ; | | N 
And the Laurel, Mars beſtowing f 4 p. 
Make the wreath an evergreen. 1 1 

DR EE . 

Oh! Lud !---if here isn't Sinclair and my fa. 

; Enter Major and Kier ain. | f l 
Ta#tic. Zounds! how often will they halt? 3 

Sinclair! Why do you run before the rank? = 

Sinclair. Don't you —— my attraction?—-Oh! _ 

my love !---(embraces Mary. * hg 7 

, Tactic. Mary !---Now, girl, what has be- 3 
witched you to follow us ? i 

Sinclair. My lovely, faithful ſoul! don't be Y 

angry with her, ; 'Y 
1 
9 

| 1 
| 
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AIR XVII. 
4? SINCLAIR. 


Parted from thee, my ev'ry bliſs, 
My only joy, the parting kiſs ; 

So ſweet! and yet ſo ſcant a ſtore, 
I languiſh'd to return for more. 


And art thou come, and doſt thou bring 

The ſource whence thouſand raptures ſpring ? 
Oh let me preſs thoſe lips again, | 

Thus parting, ever thus remain. 


Mary. Oh! I've Shine to tell you about 
Lenox he is (drum, fife, muſic, and ſhouts 
without.) . 
Tackic. The men on their march---Get you 
out of their way, ghild---you'll ſee us at Green- 
wich.---( Shouts without. J 
[Exit Mary, 


Enter Officers, Soldiers, Cc. accompanied ond 
followed by a number of People. All croſs; 
with ſhouting, , and martial muſic. 


AIR XVIII. 
SIN CLAIX. 


Sound a hard taſks to a ſoldier belong, 
*Midft dreadful alarms, 

The man to deſtroy who has done him no Wrong, 5 
Thus ſounding to arms. 


, ths _ 
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Hoarſe echo brawls to the loud double drum, 
With come to fate come; | 
Let juſtice the ſoldiers bold quarrel ordain, 
Tho' dyed all in blood he's yet free from a ſtain; 
. 'Then the battle not ceaſe, 
Tis for glory, for peace. 
E xeunt all but Sinclair and Ta#ic, 


— 5 


Sinclair. Oh, ſir, I've a dreadful boding of 
Mary's buſineſs. EY 

Tactic. Something about Lenox, | 

Sinclair. I ſee 1t---he's been baſe and treache- 
rous; and for all that, he ſeemingly reſigned 
her: no ſooner was my back turned, than he has 
dared to renew his addreſſes. 7 Ne 

Tactic. Plague of your nonſenſical love and 
Jealouſy---mind your duty, run on and fall im 
your rank ¶ puſbes bim off) with their ſweethearts 
and friends, and ſtuff! I wiſh we had them all 
ſafe on board---ſome reaſons tho* in Sinclair's 
ſuſpicions! I had a good opinion of Lenox hut 
this violent friendſhip of your young folks, all a 
feather---give me an old friend, * 


AIR XM. 


Major Tacrtic: 
Midſt flaunting ſhrubs in vernal green, 
Each finer than his fellow, 
A venerable oak I've ſeen, * 


Well clad in ſober yellow, 
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Whilſt wint'ry winds cou'd blow around, 
Their leaves all helter-ſkelter, 

Poor birds within his branches found, 
An hoſpitable ſhelter. 


In life's gay ſpring too oft? we find 
I) be buds of ſoft affection, 
Scarce knit, when blown by ev'ry wind, 
In this and that direction. 


Oh, come, thou friend, that can't endure, 
The ſhocks of rougheſt weather ; 
Frank, chearful, honeſt and mature, 


We'll live; ay, die together. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Before Greenwich Hoſpital---View of the Thames 

" ==-Tenger at Anchor, and boats with ſoldiers . 
croffmg to ut, =S 294 

Enter George Streamer, attended by eight men-of- 

os wars-men, with their cars. 


Officers and Soldiers. 


Streamer. Chearly my boys, clear the gangway 
there] here's another boatful---we'll bring you 


_ gentlemen of the red cloth along-fide of the 
Frenchmen; I hope *twill ſoon be our turn to 


take a ſpell ar that work. We have a Prince too 
to lead us on oh dam'me ! how I long to pow- 
der their toupees. 

. oh AIR 
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AIR XX. 


*  .STREAMER. 
3 
Pm here or there a jolly dog, 
At land or ſea, I'm all a-gog, 
To fight or kiſs or touch the grog, 
For I'm a jovial midſhipman, 
A ſmart young midſhipman, 
A little midſhipman, 
To fight or kiſs or touch the grog, 
Oh I'm a jovial midſhipman. 


| II 
My honour's free from ſtain or ſpeck, 
The foremaſt-men are at my beck, 
With pride I walk the quarter- deck, (takes off bis hat) 
For I'm a ſmart young midſhipman, &Ccs 
I I mix the pudding for our meſs, 7 
In uniform then neatly dreſs ; 1 
The captain aſks, (no need to preſs,) | 
Come, dine with me, young midſhipman, &e. 
Iv. e 
When Royal William comes on board, 
By England's Navy all ador'd, 
From him, I ſometimes paſs the word, 
Tho' I'm an humble midſhipman, &e. | 
[ Exeunt with ſailors, Sc. into the boat. 
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Enter T acTic and Mary. 


Taftic. Lenox in 5 curſed hobble ?- An 
ugly job, faith ! 

Mary. Fathe r, won t vou make the Duke 
forgive him? 

Ta#ic. 1 make Dukes forgive People ! what 
does the girl take me for ? 


Enter SINCLAIR, (greatly agitated, ) 


Sinclair. My beloved Mary, tell me this affair 
that brought you? ay, I as I 'was Sone, 
Lenox 

Mary. Oh! he 1 1 

Sinclair. A villain! Fes : | 

Mary. How 1ʃde wer * 
Tadic. Be quiet---you Abge- Um in the 
love buſineſs---egad, poor Lenox has ſomething 
elſe now to think of ! Oh, yes, he'll be ſhot. 

Sinclair. Who! fir! Mais. what has he done? 

Mary. Is it poſſible ! T had no idea Fs his 
life was in danger. 

Sinclair. What 8 his crime, and where is he 
now? _ 

Tackic. He has ſlept on his guard, and he is 
now in irons at the Savoy. 


Enter Capt. Cavizes. 


Copt. Bring him along, an obſtinate young 
ſcoundrel! 

Ta#ic. What's the matter. Gr. 
Capt. A blockhead that Ive refulld| to rake 
on board, jumps into the river, ſwims over to 
Fo ſhips and there he's been found hiding __ 

el 
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ſelf behind a hen- coop. A brave fellow—bur 
we ſhou'd frighten him a little. 


Enter Lenox, in cuſtody of ſoldiers and ſailers. 


So, you wou'dn't take my word for it; but now 


He ſhall give an account of yourſelf before his 
ighneſs. | 


Sinclair. Why, it's Lenox ? 

Tactic. One of the guards, fir. r 

Capt. Indeed ! hold him in cuſtody. ¶ Exit. 

Mary. Ah ! Sinclair, doesn't your heart bleed 
for your unhappy friend ? 

Tafic. Why, how the devil did you ſhake off 
your irons and eſcape from the Savoy ? 

Lenox. Major, I never was diſgrac'd with 
irons, or in a Jail. 

Taitic. Zounds! Mary, agvhat ſtory's this 
you've been telling us? Oh ki Me e it's all a flam, 
an excuſe for her coming after us to Greenwich, 

(= taking another parting kiſs with your Feet 
cart. 

Mary. (cries) Indeed, father, I don't know 
what you mean; Lenox, now, . has got other 
cloaths on—but I'm ſure I ſaw him taken into 
cuſtody, priſoner, by the Corporal---Think me 

--- (obs) ſo---artful---as---to-- -invent ſtories K 
---only---to---compaſs---my---own---pleafure! = 
(/obs ). 

Sinclair. Nay, my love, don't * 

father cannot ſuppoſe 


Enter CorpoRat, - 
J Corp. Well, Miſs Mary, to oblige you, I've 
In ordered Lenox to be brought before the Duke 
himfelf---oh! yonder they bring him. 1 
5 G Taftic, - 


— —— .. 1 OA 
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Tackic. Way, corporal, you're drunk too. 
here they've brought him already. 
Corp. I drunk let me tell you, Major, 1 can 
be as ſober on my duty, as any man. 

\ Ta#ic. Why, did you pull him from behind 
the hen coop ? 

Corp. Hen-coop ! Oh! you have been wking 

* your drops! I ſay, I found Lenox on his guar 
moſt damnably diſguiſed. - 

Taftic. Well, you may find him there, diſ- 
guis'd. (points to Lenox) / 

Lenox. You found me drunk why, corporal, 
what's the matter with you ? 


Corp. (ftaring at Lenox) 'Tis 1 then 
who the devil have we got pris' ner vonder ! 


— Miypperkin ( without. 

1 * Paſt four o'clock !” ' He 
4 {| A Enter Nipperkin ( guarded.) 
|  Tafic. Why, it's the joking raſcal, who 
6 cajol'd me out of the bowl of _ 
i i Lenox. Nipperkin ! Oh! I fee how this has 
10 1 

Nip. I'll have juſtice---they took my keg, 
(looks at Lenox) What, then you have been 


doing it? I thought ſo---and taken deſire 
** mayn t be hang d in my coat. 


*., 

1 

2 * 
1 


Enter Capt. Crxuizes. 
Nipperkin talks apart to ſailors. 


Capt. (To Lenox) Young man, I've laid your 
cate before his Royal Highneſs---tho? your quit- 
ing your poſt was a crime that demands, from 
military diſcipline, a ſevere puniſhment, yet in 


3 con- 
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conſideration of your laudable motive, a brilliant 
example of noble ardour for your country's 
honor, he not only pardons you, but from your 
high character as an excellent ſoldier, preſents 
you with this purſe. „ 
Nip. A purſe for only ſwimming to- by the 
lord, I once ſwam from Chelſea-reach to Batter-. - 
ſea bridge give me | 
Capt. Nipperkin! why, who made a ſoldier 
of you? here, my lad! (offering the purſe) 
Nip. A hen-coop ! zounds, to ſmuggle my- 
ſelf into a fight I'd hide behind a mouſe-rrap. 
Lencx. I humbly chank his Highneſs---pardon 
is the utmoſt grace I cou'd hope tor; my friend 
(to Sinclair ) you have never diſobeyed orders--- 
a more finiſhed ſoldier, on the eve of being mar- 
ried too---and the Prince's bounty will be ap- 
plied to a better purpoſe in contributing additi- 
onal comforts to an amiable woman. (gives purſe 
to Sinclair.) | 8 
Nip. Zounds l they won't let me be generous 
---nobody'll give me purſes to give away to 
poor families. 5 
Lenox. Sir, if I am only ſuffered but to go 
with my Prince, ſome future event may offer an 
occaſion, really to ſignalize myſelf, and by merit 
win a reward, of which I am now totally unworthy 
Capt. A liberal minded fellow, faith! So, my 
laſs, is this your ſoldier laddie ? : 
Mary. Oh, no, fir---I grant he deſerves---ay, 
the moſt beautiful lady---but here's my humble 
choice. ; 
Sinclair. Humble indeed! yet I have reaſon 
to be proud with the friendſhip of Lenox, and 
the loye of Mary. | 
G 2 _—: 
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4  < SPRIGS OF LAUREL: 
Nip. Captain, lend me a guinea, I 11 tell you 


a ſecret. | 
Capt. You drunken f ſcoundrel, Tu ho your 
head. | 
Nip. Well, I can't return the compliment till 
you get one to break. (aſide) This boy's gene- 
roſity has ſo wrought upon my heart, that I can't 
bear he ſhould longer remain in this obſcure + 
wretchedneſs --hearky (to Lenox) down on your 
knees to the codger. (points to the ) 

Lenox. What do you mean? 

Nip. Oh! what is this world come to ! I bid 
a ſon aſk his father's bleſſing, and he ſays holloa! 
death and ouns, what do you mean: * 

Capt. Son! this —— ' 

Lenox. How! 

Nip. I tell you, tha:'s the boy in the bafket, 
the child of Charity, the prentice to—Mr. Da- 
. rumple, the fiddle-caſe maker; the private ſol- 
dier, that for glory prefers a French bullet to 
an Engliſh plumb- pudding. 

Lenox. Sir, my birth has been a myſtery— 
and 1s it thus explained ? 
Capt. It mult be the deſerted ſon— 

Nip. Of an abandon'd father. : 

Capt. Nipperkin, you're now privileged— 
The ſervice you've rendered. me by this diſco- 
very---my boy a brave ſoldier :---muſt make 2 
good officer. 

Lenox. Sir, my higheſt ambition is now to par- 
take the glories of the enterprize as a private, for 
if I am to be honour'd with promotion, I'll firſt, 
with the heart, hand and ardour of a Britiſh 
Soldier, endeavour to deſerve i it. 


FINALE. 


A COMIC OPERA-' 


SINCLAIR. 


in to your cliffs we turn our face, ; — 
| Old England be a merry place; | FE | 
+ De. pipe and fiddle, jig a-pace, * 2 
Whilſt we take hence our drumming; 


— 


But if we finiſh the campaign, 

With wooden leg, or golden chain, 

We'll march, or hop to you again, | = 
You, ſing, our boys are coming. 


CHORUS. x 
| - to * cliffs, * . 1 

| M AR r. 3 1 
ö | Ye warriors, from my ſoldier fly, = 
The lightnings flaſh his beaming eye; 


Beneath his conqu'ring ſword ye die, | . 
If to the fight ye dare him. | 


When you my love to battle go, [Te Sinclair. 
- Your foot upon the vanquiſh'd foe, | | = 
| Your arm rais'd high, to give the blow, A 
For his lov'd ſweetheart, ſpare him. | 
Till to your cliffs, & 


| | Nirrzakix. 
3 I'm given much to knock and kill, 
This war was made againſt my will; 1 
Some like to fight, but PN fit fall, 5 = 
And talk in coffee houſes; a | 


 SPRIGS OF LAUREE: 


But if I took it in my head, 
By cutting throats to get my bread, 
An moſt newſpapers might be read, \ 
My mighty kicks and douces. 
Till to your cliffs, &. 


3 
1 * 


Lz NOx. | 
But grateful hearts we hence muſt bear, 
For all thoſe noble Britiſh Fair, 
Who take into their gen'rous care, 
Dear pledges left behind us. 


You to protect, the pow'rful charm, | ' 
That fires the ſoul and nerves the arm, 
Whilft patriots zeal our boſoms warm, 
Such duties ever bind ys. | 
Till to your cliffs, & 
| TacrTic. 
We go brave lads at honour's call, 
To check the proud, the ruthleſs Gaul, 
Let Britains's thunder now appal, * 
And bid him think on Creſſy. . 
Georcs. | 
PII weigh for Holland, with acheer, 
And when I've help'd my friend Mynheer, 
I'll round for bonny Plymouth ſteer, | 
And buſs Poll, Sall, and Beſſey. 
Till to your cliffs, &c. 


| iſt. Exs ICN. 
You Wolfs and Elliots all repair, 
Great Britain's ſtandard, lo! I bear; 
My colours flaping in the air, | 
His Majeſty was donor. | 
2d, Exsiex. 


4 


A COMIC OPERA. 


3 2d. EnS16N. 
And, ladies, do not think I jeſt, 
My courage when put to the teſt, 


1 


I will, upon my honor. 


Till to your cliffs we turn our face, 

Old England be a merry place 

To pipe and fiddle, jig a-pace, 
Whilſt we take hence our drumming. 


For your dear ſakes I'll fight my beſt, 1 


, 
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G, 
1. The DRAMATIST, a Comeily by Mr. REYNOL os. 
Price 1s. 6d. "$242 


4> Mi NOTORIETY' a Comedys by Mr. Rev xo. Price 


1s. 6d. 

3. HOW TO GROW RICH, a Comedy ; by Mr. Bank 
NOLDsS. Price 1s. Gd. 

4. THE RAGE, a | Comedy by Mr. Rey ror os. 
Price 2s. 

5. SPECULATION, iS Comedy: dy Mr. RETxOL D' 3. 
rice 28 _ > 

6. WERTER, a Tragedy; by Mr. Rev sor p57 Pricel 
18 d. ; 

7. WILD OATS, a Comedy; by Mr. O'KEEFFEE. Price 
15. 6d. 

8. The CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA, a Comic * ; 
by Mr. O'Keerree. Price. 1s. 6d. | 

9. THE IRISH MIMIC; or Buuxpers Ar Bricks . 
rox; by Mr. O-Kyprree. Price 3a. 

3 perl VAGARIES, a S ; by Mr. as fd. ; 
rice. 25 

11. HARTFORD BRIDGE, an Operatic Farce, in Tao 
Acts; by Mr. Prarce. Price 1s. 5 

12. The MIDNIGHT WANDERERS, a Comic Opera in | 
two Acts; by Mr. PEAR CEB. Price is. 

13. NETLEY ABBEY} an Operatic Farce, in two Acts, by 
Mr. PEAR. Price xs. 

14. ARRIVED AT PORTSMOUTH, an Opera ; 5 by 
Mr. Prawees. Price 18. 

15. WINDSOR CASTLE, ay - Optra, petformed in 
honor of the Marriage of His Royal Highneſs the 
Prince of Wales, by Mr. Pearce. With, an Segen 
Vignette. Price 1s. 6d. | 

16, THE MAID of NORMANDY ; or, The De Ar of 
the Qu EEN of FRANCE: A Tragedy; by Mr. Eyre, 
late of Pembroke College, Cambridge. Price 1s. 6d. 

17. CONSEQUENCES; or Txt ScxooL For PREJvu- 
DICE, A Comedy, by Mr. ExxE. Price. 1s. Gd. 

18. THE SECRET TRIBUNAL, a Play; by Mr. 
Boapen. Price 25. 

19. THE TOWN BEFORE YOU, a Comeayy by Mrs. 
CowLey. Price 25. 

20. THE MYSTERIES OF THE CASTLE, an Operaz 
by Mr. P. AnDREws. Price 28. 

21- ENGLAND PRESERVED, a Tragedy ; ; by Mr. 
Warsox, Price 25. 4 

22. CROZCHET LODGE, a Farce; by Mr. HurLss | 
Tons. Price.1s. * 

23- The IRISHMAN IN LONDON, a Farce; by Mr. 
Mc. Reavy. Price 18. 

24. £ORINSKI, a Play; by Mr. Moxrox, Price 28. 
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